THE TRAIN
Belov in the corridor of the staff coach. The highway ran
parallel to the rails. Ammunition lorries, the infantry,
moved along in a large stream. Now even Julia Dmitri-
yevna would agree that it looked more than anything
like a retreat. The armies moved in the opposite direction
to the trains.
"We're giving up Pskov," Danilov said in a whisper.
The Doctor looked on, sniffing. He was thinking: did
Igor leave Pskov, did he have time to leave? It was
fantastic, of course, to believe that one could find a boy
among such a crowd of men. But what if it did happen?
How glad Sonechka would be. He would take Igor on
the train. As a male nurse, Danilov would not pander
to him. In a few months Igor would be like a lamb.
Then he, the doctor, would take him to Sonechka and
say: "This is what comes of being brought up by men."
"We must shut the windows," he said aloud, "or the
sheets will be covered with soot. Fai'na Vassilyevna"—
he turned to the head-sister who was passing by—"Will
you issue orders for the windows to be shut?"
But it so happened that the attendants, protecting the
linen, had shut the windows in all the carriages on their
own. Whereas Faina, also on her own, had ordered that
they should be opened and had reprimanded the male
nurses about it.
"It's just silly," Faina had said to the Doctor. "If you
shut them, the first blast will break all the panes."
She moved on. The doctor and Danilov exchanged a
glance.
"And the dispensary coach?" the Doctor asked.
"We can do nothing," said Danilov, paling with
anger.
In the dispensary the windows were hermetically
closed.
" *Ah, knight, Faina was her name/ " said Sobol,
meeting Faina in the passage and making way for her.
Faina swept her skirts across his knees and without a
glance at him walked to her compartment. She hated
Sobol who fed her on barley groats. Faina had a specially

